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it to my people who sent it to me. Now if that sentence has not taken away your breath, make my apologies to your cousin and beg her not to hate me because I never seem to accept an invitation of hers. I suppose you are yet in Blandford Square, to which accordingly I send this note. I do not know that, if you were here, I should have time to come.
I have been to your Ballybunion caves but could not get into the finest on account of the weather. I was obliged to give Dingle up from want of time, tho' I much wished to see it, and I am afraid I must forgo Glengarry likewise.
A. T.
I can find no further account of this visit to Ireland, except that my father then made the following lines, which occur in " Merlin and Vivien," within one of the caves of Ballybunion:
So dark a forethought roll'd about his brain, As on a dull day in an Ocean cave The blind wave feeling round his long sea-hall In silence.
To James Spedding.
January 2$th, 1843.
DEAR JAMES,
I send you a sketch of Mablethorpe. I was wrong about the muffin-man, he comes o' Saturdays and I can likewise get letters on Tuesdays, those being market-days at Alford and churls going. Don't forget the Athen&um. I send the sketch to melt your heart. Impart what booksellers' news there may be and remember me to Fitz, if in town.
Ever yours, A. T.